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"we'll be on our way. | wanted to wait until you woke up, but you're being a lazy ass, and | promised | won't be 
late. Okay?" A whispering female voice drifted through. “If | didn't know any better, I'd say that punch is 
working real nice for you." She chuckled quietly, which turned into a groan. "Marcella, don't be annoying, l'm 


coming." 
A kiss landed on his cheek. The bed shifted and colder air floated over to his body. 


Struggling to process information through sleep induced lethargy, his brain slowly turned on higher functions. 
Sensations began seeping through. Soft cotton under his cheek A familiar cologne in his nostrils. Rays of light in 


the corner of his eye. 


Lars finally opened his eyes and inhaled. Elbowing the sheet down his torso, he groaned and stretched. his 
sleepy brain lulled him back into a comfortable morning haze for a moment or two before his eyes snapped 
open. 

This wasn't his house. 

Lars raised his head from the pillow and stared at the familiar wall and nightstand. 


This was James's house. 


Dropping his head back with a sigh, he concluded he must've had a reason for crashing in the night before. His 
eyelids met eagerly and he probably would've fallen back to sleep. 


An arm wrapped around his middle and a hot breath grazed his neck. Someone moaned softly and pulled him 


closer. 


Aside from his eyes, most of Lars's body functions seemed ready for the day. His heart had already picked up 


the pace and was beating a steady rhythm reserved for the conscious state. 
Lars wasn't sure who he had arrived with the night before, but on that subject, he didn't remember coming 
here at all. The answer to the first question was quite probably ‘Jessica’, but the second one was still hazy 


and the more he thought about it, the more the answer eluded him. 


He reluctantly opened his eyes and glanced down his torso, around which was now wrapped a tattooed, clearly 


male arm. 


He shrieked and jumped to a sitting position, pushing the cover and the arm off himself. His eyes widened when 
he looked at the person the arm belonged to. 


"What the fuck?!" 

Cheek still sporting pillow creases, James propped himself on one arm and frowned. 

"Are you alright?" 

"No l'm fuckin’ not! What are you doing humping me, jackass?" 

James blinked and sat up, confusion deepening on his face. 

"What-what's going on?" His expression relaxed a bit. "Did you have a nightmare or something?" 


"Yeah, I'm fuckin’ living it right now!" Lars put a hand over his hammering heart and tried to grasp the 
situation. "What am | doing here? Why are we in bed together? What the fuck is going on?" 


James gave him a strange look. He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and circled it in a few large steps. 


He put a hand on Lars's forehead, but Lars batted it away. 

"The fuck are you doing?" 

Up close, James's eyes reflected concern. 

"IIl get you some water," he said and left the room. 

Lars swallowed, looking around in a panicked rush. He tried to set his eyes on anything familiar, anything that 
might give him answers and push him back into his comfort zone. He tried not to think of possible scenarios 
and how they might have happened, but thoughts kept dripping into his mind. 


He rubbed his face with a groan and stood up, kicking away the sheet that had tangled around his foot. 


Water. He needed to wash his face and maybe then things will make more sense. Or he will be more adept at 


dealing with them. 
He passed the large mirror on his way to the bathroom, when something caught his eye. 


The enormity of the problem didn't sink in immediately, but the shock paralysed him momentarily and his heart 


stopped for a second. 
Francesca Hetfield stared at him from the mirror, horror written all over her face. 
A soundless shriek left Lars's mouth. His throat was clogged and cold sweat was breaking out on his skin 


He grabbed his face and watched, in horror, as Francesca did the same. His hands flew to his chest and he 


looked down his body. His male body. 
His head jerked toward the mirror. Francesca stared back, in the same state of distress as him. 


"No, no, no.. this isn't happening, this isn't fuckin’ happening." He grabbed his head in frustration. In the mirror, 
hands clenched long blonde hair. 


Lars patted his chest, only then noticing he was clad in a black tank top and black lacy lingerie. He grabbed his 
crotch and sighed with only partial relief when he felt the familiar sex. He let go when he realised Francesca 
was holding herself. 


"Fucked up.. this is so fucked up.." He rubbed his eyes with the heels of his palms. 


"Here." 


Lars's head jerked up. 
James was offering him a glass of water, looking as concerned as he was minutes before. 


Lars took it and gulped down half of the water. Wiping his mouth with the back of a hand, he glanced up into 
the mirror and closed his eyes in disappointment. 


"Fuck," he whispered. 

James urged him to the bed with a strange expression. 

"Are you alright?" He sat on the edge of the bed and put a hand on Lars's knee. 

Lars restrained himself from flinching and nodded. He rubbed his face again and sighed. 

The initial shock having worn off, his body was now riding a steady wave of adrenaline. The pulse in his ears 
wasn't increasing anymore, instead, it beat a thunderous rhythm that outvoiced all the other sounds in the 
room. 

Only after James's hand slid up his thigh he realised he was being asked something. 

"Huh?" 

"Did you have a nightmare?" 

Lars blinked a few times and swallowed the gathered saliva. 

"Uh, yeah, yeah. Nightmare." He nodded and touched a hand to his throat, which had ironically dried up. 

"Do you want me to get you something? Anything you might-" 

"No, no-" Lars waved a finger carelessly. "lim okay." 

"Syro?" 

Lars looked up and saw concern and affection written all over James's face. 

"Yeah" 

"Alright" James said unconvincingly. He reached out and Lars froze when a hand cupped his face. Warm lips 


landed on his forehead and an arm wrapped around his neck. "It's gonna be okay. I'm going down to the kitchen, 


but I'll leave the doors open, so just call me if you need anything. Alright?" 


Lars nodded. 

"Ill be fine." He waved James off and watched him leave, albeit reluctantly. 

A heavy sigh left his mouth once James's footsteps faded. 

He slumped back against the headboard and put a hand over his heart. He tried to assess the situation 
Memories started seeping into his consciousness, slowly linking together. The last thing he remembered was 
hanging out at James's place with Jessica 

Okay. That's a start. 

It was a slumber party or something like that. Fran. Kirk. Lani. 

A faint scent of a cocktail brushed by his mind. 

Lars didn't remember getting drunk. He didn't do that anymore, especially not at James's. 

And there was no alcohol that could make him see what he was seeing today. 

He rubbed his eyes again and grunted. 


He remembered driving home. Actually, Jessica was driving. Either way, they didn't stay at James's. 


His temples were pulsing and no matter how many times he stood up to check the mirror, the image didn't 


change. 


That was the only surreal thing in the whole situation, and the only thing he couldn't find an explanation for, 
regardless of how hard he tried. 


He sighed. 
Alright. One step at a time. 


Looking around, he zeroed in on the closet. Digging his way through, he grunted when he finally found 


something neutral. Yanking on a pair of jeans and a pale colored t-shirt, he looked down his body and groaned. 


The clothes fit him like high heels and lipstick on a ten year old kid. When he dared to look at the mirror again, 


Francesca was frowning - probably because he was - but the items fit her perfectly. 


Lars inhaled and ran a hand through his hair. 


Now what? 


Call Kirk. Thats right. And maybe ask him what the fuck had been snorted last night. This was one hell of a 
trip. 


When he found the courage to go down and face the situation, James was on the phone. 


"Yeah, we're up. No, it's alright." James scratched the side of his nose. "Okay. Have a good time." He smiled and 


pulled the phone away from his ear. 


Lars watched him, torn between nonexistent options. He glanced at the phone in James's hands, Kirk's number 
rolling through his mind. 


"Hey," James said when he noticed him. "Are you feeling better?" 


With lead plated feet, Lars crawled into the living room and sat next to James, who wrapped an arm around his 


shoulders and smiled. 
"Uh, yeah." 
"You know, if Kirk was here, he'd probably say it's due." 


Lars was too busy trying to grasp the situation he was in and the ways of dealing with it to catch the 


direction of the conversation. 
"What?" 


"The bad dream. It's Halloween, which means it's Kirk's second birthday." He grinned. "He probably prefers it 
over his real birthday, anyway.” 


"Ah," Lars said, trying to smile. His heart had calmed down a bit, but it still didn't beat at a normal pace. He 
was sweating and the possibilities scurried through his mind. The more time passed, the more ludicrous the 
drug explanation became. He didn't do drugs anymore. Even if someone had slipped him something - which was 
unlikely, given the company he had been in - that still wouldn't explain a trip that lasted through the next day. 
He bit on his thumb nail and nearly jumped when James stroked his shoulder. 

Fuck. 


It wouldn't be long before James tried to kiss him. Or even.. 


He grimaced and swallowed. 


"What's wrong? Are you still under the impression?" 
"No, no, I'm fine." Lars cleared his throat. 


The best option for the time being was to pretend everything was fine. Clearly James had no idea what was 


going on, so as far as he was concerned, Lars was.. Francesca. 


Lars cringed inwardly. He realised he was sitting stiffly, so he leaned back and tried to look casual. Taking a 


small breath, he put a hand on James's knee and turned to look at him. 

"Where's Cali?" 

James's expression stated that he was glad to hear a normal question from him. 

Oh, | just talked to her. They arrived a little while ago and she called to let me know." 

Arrived. Somewhere. Lars concluded that he was supposed to know this, so he just nodded and smiled. 

His palms sweated when he realised there were only so many questions or topics he could draw as Francesca 
before the silence became uncomfortable and James realised something was wrong. Or worse, before James 
tried to drag him into bed. 

Shit. He had no idea how often James had sex. What if he and Francesca went at it like rabbits? Fuck 

His wandering eyes fixated on a random spot when he realised he could get away scot free with period. Yes. 
But only if the last time didn't happen recently. 


Fuck. 


Out of all the things he thought he'd be doing on Halloween, counting James's wife's period cycle was.. totally 
not on the list. 


Lars groaned. Before James got a chance to interrogate him again, he disguised it as a yawn 
What would Francesca do next? Fuck if he knew. 


He glanced around the room. Items. Books, plants, a guitar.. Furniture. Sofa, armchair, coffee table, TV, cabinet.. 


Rooms. The den, the hallway, liv- 
"Uh, are you hungry?" He asked before he could stop himself. 


Why the fuck did he have to ask that? 


James's hand went to his stomach by instinct. 


"Not really. | made myself some coffee while you were upstairs, so I'm good. There's still some on the counter, 


if you want it" 

Lars held back a sigh of relief and bit his lip at the possible way out. At least to collect his rambling thoughts. 
"Yeah," he smiled. "That'd be great." He crawled out of James's embrace and hurried over to the kitchen. 

Once he was out of visual range, he closed his eyes and sighed. 

"Fuck." 

Dropping his elbows on the counter, he plunged his head into his hands and grunted. 


What the fuck was going on? And more importantly, what the fuck did he need to do to get things back to 


normal? 

He straightened up and looked around the kitched by habit. 

"Okay; think, think.” 

Calling Kirk was still his best option Unless he called Rob. Maybe Rob would be- 
Wait.. wart 

If his mind was here, where the fuck was his body? 


He slapped his forehead. How hadn't he thought of this sooner? He wrote off the late reaction as shock and his 
brain finally woke up properly. 


Looking around in a hurry, he spotted the coffee that indeed sat on the counter. He grabbed it and chugged it 


down in a few gulps. 

He wiped his mouth with the back of one hand and cleared his throat 
"James?" 

rae 


"Where-where's Lars?" 


"No idea. | havent heard from him since yesterday, Why? ” 
"No reason" 


Lars took a deep breath and braced himself. He sauntered into the living room and sat next to James, praying 


his artificial smile would be convincing enough. 

James was flipping through the chanrels. His arm instinctively curled around Lars's shoulders. 
Lars tried to relax so he let out a breath. 

"What about Kirk?" 

"What about him?" 

"Where is he?" 

James gave him a strange look. 

"He's coming over. Movie marathon? Ring a bell?" 

Lars nearly sighed upon that information. Kirk was coming over. Thank fuck. 

"Oh, yeah, yeah. Duh." He smiled and cringed inwardly at having been caught off guard. 

The bell rang and James stretched over to drop the remote beside Lars. He got up and headed for the door. 


Lars heaved out a sigh and tried to ignore the thumping of his heart. Figuring out he was supposed to greet 
the guests along with James, he crawled out and joined him just as Kirk and Lani were entering. 


"Hey," he said with another smile, trying to calm down his sweaty, trembling fingers as he led them into the 
den. Was he supposed to greet them with a kiss? He never paid attention to these kind of details when he was 
himself. 

"Cool shirt, bro." Kirk grinned at James as he dropped his ass to the couch. 

"Yeah, wonder who got it for me," James retorted as he joined him. 

Kirk scratched his chin and smirked. 


"| don't know, but he must have good taste." 


James snorted. 


Getting ahead for once, Lars glanced down at the Hammetts. 

"Uh, would you guys like something to drink?" 

"Oh," Lani said and stood up, pulling something out of her bag. "I almost forgot about the snacks." 

"Uh-huh," Lars nodded mutely, realising he was supposed to lead her to the kitchen. "This way," he mumbled. 
"I know," Lani said with a strange smile. "Have you forgotten I've been here before?" 

"No, of course not." Lars waved the topic off and plastered on that smile that seemed to be working so far. 
He closed his eyes as Lani disappeared into the kitchen. 

Fuck. This was gonna be harder than expected. 

Hoping she won't be in an overly socialising mood, he made small talk with Lani as they dug out bowls and 
bottles. Once they poured every bit of food they had onto the coffee table and turned on the first movie, 
Lars figured he was safe for a while, so he tried to sneak out to make a phone call. 

"The movie's about to start," was James's argument. 

"You're right," Lars agreed with a smile and sat down to properly enjoy his own doom. 

The movies quickly seeped out, as did the time. Lars figured out he was supposed to be counting his blessings 
for not having to prepare any food, deal with James's kids or get all snuggly with the man himself. There was 
a firm barrier between them, in form of Kirk and Lani, who were swallowing the movies with their usual 
hunger. 


A scream came from the TV and Lars nearly jumped, woken up from his thoughts. 


"lIl go get some more candy," he said with a smile, hoping this time he'd actually manage to leave. He'd been 
trying for the past hour, but each time, someone derailed him. 


James glanced at him, but didn't say anything. 


Lars sighed in relief when he snuck out to the hallway. Mentally counting the telephones known to him, he 
tiptoed his way to one of the bedrooms. 


He grabbed the phone as soon as he was inside. With adrenaline-shaken fingers, he dialed his own home number 


and pressed a fist to his nose. 


The line beeped a steady rhythm. 

"Pick up, pick up, someone fuckin’ pick up.." 

His hand stopped bouncing when he finally remembered. He was supposed to head upstate with his family. 
"Fuck," he cursed under breath and slammed the phone into its stand. 

He rubbed his face with his hands and groaned. 

"No. No. Ugh." 

His ears burned and that cold sweat was breaking out on his skin again. 

He rubbed his nose and left the room. Just as he reached the living room, he ran into James. 
'Hey~' 

"What are you doing? | thought you said you were going to get more candy." 

Lars feigned a smile. 


"Yeah, but then | realised | had to pi-go to the bathroom. I'll go get the candy." He wiggled past James, but 
stopped once he heard him. 


"No need. The movie's over. You missed the ending." 

"Aw," Lars said, face contorting with a fake smile. "Too bad," he squeezed out through teeth. 
He watched James head to the door. 

"Wait-where are you going?" 

"To get the battery for Kirk's car." 

Lars frowned, trying to catch on 

"Why?" 

James gave him another patient, but strange look. 


"So they can be on their way. | promised I'll get him the battery from the Co-" 


"On their way?" Lars's heart picked up the pace. "Where are they going?" 
James stood, holding the open door with one hand. 

"To the party? Fran, are you sure you're alright?" 

"Yeah, absolutely." He smiled and waved him off 


James stared at him for another couple of seconds before disappearing outside. Lars heard the door click and 


grabbed his head 

"Fuck, fuck.. Alright. Okay’ 

He took a deep breath and stepped into the living room 

"Hey" He plastered on a smile as he approached the couch. "When are you guys leaving?" 
Lani checked her phone. 


"In a few, actually. But | gotta make a call first." She smiled and patted Lars's upper arm as she passed him by, 
already dialling. 


Lars watched her disappear deeper into the house. He quickly sat down next to Kirk. 

| need to talk to you." 

Kirk gave him a questioning look 

"Alright. What's up?" 

Lars took a deep breath and tried to figure out a way around the topic. 

"When was the last time you saw me? Uh, Lars-when was the last time you saw Lars?" 
Kirk seemed taken aback by the question. He blinked a few times. 

"Uh, yesterday, when he went home. Why?" 


"Fuck!" Lars groaned and sunk into the cushions. He stared at the ceiling for a moment before he covered his 


eyes with his palms. 


He was screwed. 


"Are you okay?" 


"No, I'm fuckin’ not okay!" His hands flew off his face and he looked around in desperation "I have no memory 


of yesterday and nobody knows what the fuck is going on" 

He groaned when he noticed Kirk's wary expression. 

"What about Rob? Have you heard from him recently?" 

"Yeah.. but-| don't understand. You don't remember yesterday." Kirk tried to establish the facts. 
"No-Well, partially.” 

"But, what does that have to do with Lars? Or Rob, for that matter?" 


Lars grunted and straightened up in his seat. He rubbed his face with trembling fingers and sighed. Looking Kirk 
straight in the eyes, he opened his mouth. 


Here goes nothing. 

"Because | am Lars." 

His heart beat wildly in his chest, warming up his skin. 

Kirk stared at him. 

"What?" 

At Kirk's suspicious expression, all of Lars's words came tumbling out. 


"Look, | know you think I'm crazy or drunk or high or whatever, but just listen to me. | don't know what 


happened or how it happened, but this morning when | woke up, | woke up here. As Francesca!" 


Kirk stared at him with an odd expression. He seemed to be trying to gauge whether he was being pranked or 


not. 

I'm not messing with you, man!" Lars hissed, gaze escaping to check if anyone could overhear them. "I know | 
look like Francesca, but I'm not, okay? | have no fuckin’ idea what happened, but | swear.. I'm telling you the 
truth" He hoped his exasperated expression conveyed his honesty. 


Kirk was still studying him without blinking. 


"| should probably call James," he said slowly as his thighs flexed to get up, but Lars pulled him back by the 


forearm. 

"Nol Don't call James." He licked his lips and at Kirk's freaked out expression put his hands up as a sign of 
peace. "Look. Just listen to me, okay?" He took a deep breath. "Im not trying to fuck with you, and l'm perfectly 
sober" He realised Kirk was thrown by the swearwords, probably unaccustomed to hearing them from the 
mouth of James's wife. Good. That might help 

"Fran, | dont think its—" 

"Im not Fran" Lars corrected him. 

Kirk still had a wary expression on his face. He put a hand up and shook the idea off 

'Let's-let's say you're not drunk, but-are you aware of what you're trying to make me believe?" 

"Yes, | know it sounds fuckin’ crazy but just try to think outside of the box, okay?" 

Kirk's eyebrows crooked 

"The box is way out of visual range here," he mumbled 

"| know, but just try, please. 

Kirk's mouth opened and closed 

"Are you sure you're alright?" 


Lars groaned and rubbed his face with his palms again. 


Look," he glanced around in despair, refusing to admit the only thread was slipping out of his hands. An idea 
snuck up to his mind and adrenaline surged through his veins again. "Ask me!" 


Kirk frowned. 
"What?" 


"Just ask me something you're sure only Lars would know. C'mon" His ass bounced on the couch a couple of 
times. 


Kirk sighed. His expression indicated that he was reluctant to act condescending toward James's wife, but the 
knowledge of who she was seemed to be the only thing stopping him from doing so. 


"Just do it. Okay?" 


Kirk glanced at him oddly again before his gaze strayed and he seemed to be thinking. He wiggled in his seat 
before he looked up at Lars again. 


Lars's palms sweated on his thighs. 

Kirk's lips pursed ever so slightly. 

"When Lars threw up on the plane before we took off from Rio, what did | say to him?" 
Lars's gut sank and his expression screwed up. 


"What?" He turned his palms up on his thighs. "How the fuck am | supposed to remember every stupid thing 
you say?" 


Kirk's eyes were almost unreadable. 

"Lars would know this. He said he had a rough night before that and | teased him-" 
"Oh, oh!" Lars's eyes lit up. "You asked me if | forgot to take a morning after pill!’ 
Kirk stared at him, stunned. 

"That's right!" Lars exclaimed triumphantly. 

Kirk still stared at him. 

"See? How the fuck would Francesca know that?" 

Uh" 

"Ready to go?" 

Both Lars and Kirk snapped around. Lani was sliding her phone into her bag. 

"Uh, yeah," Kirk mumbled, glancing at Lars again, who was starting to panic. 

"Wait, what about me?" 

Lani gave him a confused look. 


"What's going on?" 


Kirk stood up and circled the sofa. 

"Um, Fran was telling me about a great movie we should see." 

"And | didn't get to tell you the ending," Lars enunciated, hand patting the cushion under his arm. 
"Yeah, well, we have to go if we're gonna pick up our costumes," Lani said apologetically. 

Kirk nodded and pulled his pants higher, giving Lars a small shrug. 

"You'll tell me all about it tomorrow," he said as Lani nudged him towards the door. 


Lars groaned helplessly and stood up, watching them leave. He was about to give Kirk a nasty gesture, but 
James appeared at the door, brushing his dirty hands together. 


"All set." 
Kirk looked up as he bumped into him. 
"You did it?" 


"Yeah, its mounted. | put the old one in the trunk along with the clamps, so if you have any issues, you won't 


be stranded" 


"Thanks, man." Kirk touched James's upper arm. “Although if it comes down to that." He trailed off and passed 
him by. 


"Kirk" 

Three people looked at Lars. 

He licked his lips and swallowed. 
"Don't forget about the movie.” 


Kirk nodded and wrapped an arm around Lani's back. Before they disappeared through the door, he mouthed 
something to Lars. 


"What?" Lars mouthed back. 
Kirk mimicked a phone at his ear and his lips formed a familiar shape. 


"Rob." 


Call Rob. Okay. 


Lars took a deep breath and nodded. The door closed and James strolled into the living room, shaking soot off 
his fingers. 


"What movie were you talking about?" 


"Uh-" Lars glanced at him nervously. "Just some horror.. trailer | saw on the.. Internet. | don't remember its 


name. 
James nodded and looked at his own palms. 

"Gotta wash this off. Is there anything left of that pie you made?" He smiled boyishly. 

Pie? 

"Uh, I'll go see," Lars said with a smile of his own. He passed James by and listened as his steps faded away. 
Once in the kitchen, he looked around frantically, trying to spot anything that looked like a pan 


"Pie, pie.. James. Only you can ask for fuckin’ pie" He muttered as he opened the fridge and poked around. When 


his search came out fruitless, he closed the door and groaned. 
He opened the oven and gave a sigh of relief. A thick round pan cradled nearly a half of some pastry. 


"Let's see what | made," Lars mumbled and pulled the pie out. He closed the oven and placed the pan on the 
counter, sniffing. Satisfied with what his nose had gathered, he looked around for a knife. 


"How much do you want?" 

"Just bring the whole thing out | found ID. They're doing reruns of 48 Hours" James said with delight in his voice. 
Lars rolled his eyes and dug around for plates. 

"Fuckin' fantastic,’ he muttered 

Taking a deep breath, he picked up the cutlery and dishes and brought them out to the living room 


"This is all that's left," Lars commented sympathetically as he sat down next to James and crowded the coffee 


table. 


James looked at the pan. 


"Great. That'll be more than enough." He took a knife and sliced a piece of pie. "The girls are sleeping over 
anyway and Castor said he doesn't want any when he gets back." 


Sleeping over. Fuckin’ great. That means he and James are alone. 

Lars closed his eyes to calm down. He sighed and patted James's shoulder. 
"Good?" 

James nodded with his mouth full and his eyes glued to the TV. 

Lars leaned back. 


As long as James's stomach was full and his attention was on the TV, Lars was free. Well, as free as he could 


be under the circumstances. 
He tried not to think about the possibility that this was permanent, but the thought kept popping into his mind. 


Either way, things were not looking up. 


eR 


"What? Don't give me that fuckin’ look!" 

"What look?" 

"Ill tell James you ogled his wife." 

Rob sighed. 

‘Man, I'm not ogling you, l'm just.. trying to accept the.. possibility.. that this is you." 
Lars rolled his eyes and slumped back in the seat. 

‘It's not a fuckin’ possibility, its my worst nightmare." 


"Getting trapped in a woman's body is your worst nightmare?" 


"Its not like | ranked them!" 

“Alright, fine, man. Whatever." Rob put his palms up briefly. "Tell me what happened.” 

They were sitting in Rob's car that was parked on the winding street. James's house was shielded by rich, 
bushy trees so there was a solid chance they couldn't be seen from the property. As for Lars's explanation of 
going to the store to get ketchup, well, Lars wasn't so sure about that one. Even if the ketchup thing sat well 
with James, the fact that Lars had never seen any stores within a walking distance didn't promise much. He 
just hoped James wouldn't bother to check the garage. 

One brief text to Francesca's phone containing a "GO" had been enough for Lars. And it came at a perfect 
moment; right after the TV show had ended and right before James's hand went too high up Lars's thigh. 
Turning his cheek for every kiss would've worn off rather soon, and Lars wasn't ready to test the lengths of 
James's excitement. 

Fuckin’ Hetfield and his libido. 

Lars looked at Rob. 

"Have you heard from me in the last 24 hours?" 

Rob frowned. 

"No. Don't you remember | was in San Jo-" 


Lars ran a hand through his hair. 


"Yeah, | know that, but | had to check every possibility." He twirled his bottom lip between his thumb and 
forefinger. His elbow sat on his other hand. "I just-l can't figure out what happened. Or when it happened" 


"What was the last thing you remember?" 

The pensive look on Lars's face deepened. 

"Driving home." 

He saw the headlights in his mind, and the immaculate facade of the- 

"No, | remember coming home. | came home," he repeated, looking at Rob. "I went to bed. l.. think | fell asleep. 
Who the fuck knows," he mumbled. "But in any case, | didn't fuckin’ sleepwalk to here. Besides, this is not my 


body, so we know that | didn't sleepwalk" 


"Where is your body?" 


Lars grunted and rubbed his eyes with a couple of fingers. 

"Upstate with my family." He looked at Rob. "At least that's where | was supposed to be. | tried calling the 
landline, but nobody picked up, so l'm guessing we're away. They are away," he corrected himself with a 
grimace. "And the only explanation | could think of was that Francesca-" 

"is in your body." 

Lars sighed. 

"Yeah." His head dropped back to the seat. 

"That's messed up, man" 

"No shit" 

Rob was quiet for a few moments. 

"What about your cellphone?" 

Lars snorted and his foot dropped from his knee to the floor of the car. 

"Yeah, it keeps ringing. If Francesca is in my body and she's half as freaked out as | am, then she probably 
forgot it at home or something." Lars tried to take a few deep breaths, but the car lacked oxygen, so he rolled 
the window down. "And yeah, I've tried albf them. They all keep ringing." 

Rob was deep in thought. 

"Last night, everything was fine, dude." Lars straightened up and looked at his friend. "| can't think of a plausible 
theory in which | fuckin’ teleported to here. Or my spirit teleported, whatever. | just.." He groaned and slumped 
back in the seat again. 

Rob sucked in his lips, fingers jigging on the steering wheel. The other hand came to scratch his thigh. 

"Maybe it's a Halloween thing." 

Lars sent him an unimpressed glance. 


"Hi. I'm Lars. You must be Kirk's long lost brother." 


"Man, | don't know. Two hours ago | didn't think body swaps were a thing." 


Lars grunted and continued staring through the windshield. Murky air returned the lifeless gaze. 
"There are a couple of ways something like that could happen," Rob said. "Theoretically" 

Lars's head lolled to the side and he stared at him in expectation 

"What are they?" 

Rob hesitated, clearly not convinced in whatever he was gonna say. 


"Well, Kirk says.. hypothetically, you can swap bodies if you touched some weird artifact, or if some.." He 
sought out a word. "moon or something affected you while you were making a wish-" 


"| didn't fuckin’ wish for this!" 

"Okay-" 

"Scratch that off the fuckin’ list. What else?" 

Rob took a small breath. His palm opened. 

"If you touched someone during a moon cycle, or if you've got bad karma and shit 

Lars snorted. 

"Yeah, I'l bet it's the last one." He sighed and rubbed his face. "Oh my God, why is this fuckin’ happening." 
"Ill take it you don't qualify under any of those?" 

"No, | didn't fuckin’ touch weird old things. No, | didn't wish to become James's wife, but the universe probably 
hates me, so that's gotta be the one." He stared into the dull night, hope for finding a way out diminishing 
slowly. "What did Kirk say about cures?" 

"It depends on the cause." 

"Of course it does," Lars confirmed wearily. 


‘lm sorry, man. We'll figure this out, sooner or later." 


"Yeah," Lars mumbled without conviction. He grabbed the door handle. "Serves me right for kissing another 


man's wife." He pushed the door open, but Rob's voice stopped him from getting out. 


"Whose wife did you kiss?" 


Lars rolled his eyes and ran a hand through his hair. 


"We kinda played.. Spin the Bottle yesterday, so | had to kiss Fran as a dare." He shrugged with one shoulder, 
very well expecting to be teased about playing the game. 


"Wait. You kissed Fran?" 

Lars looked at him. 

"Yeah. But James was fuckin’ there, so it's okay. It's a fuckin’ game." 
"Lars, that could be it" 

"What?" 


"That could be it. A touch with another person at a certain moment might trigger a swap." Rob's voice held a 


tinge of excitement this time. 
Lars swallowed, heart pounding faster. His mind buzzed. 


"But, wait." A pin of disappointment sank into his belly. "Nothing happened when we kissed. | woke up like this in 


the morning." 
"It doesn't have to happen right away. Kirk mentioned that it sometimes kicks in with a delay." 


"Oh my fuckin’ God" Lars slammed the door and turned to Rob. "Could that be it? Man, I'll fuckin’ love you if 
that turns out to be it." He grabbed Rob's head and smooched him on the temple. 


"Yeah, alright." Rob wiggled out. 


"Now, how do we get rid of it? | mean, swap again" Lars wiggled his fingers. His leg was bouncing on the floor, 


body filled with adrenaline once again 

Rob opened his mouth, but nothing came out, so he closed it and exhaled through his nose. 
"You're not gonna like it" 

Lars groaned. 

"| don't like any of this, man Now, what is it?" 


Rob licked his lips. 


"Well, Kirk says that in order for souls to return to their vessels," he hesitated. "A liquid of life must be 


exchanged." 

Lars frowned, 

"English, please." 

Robert took a deep breath. 

"Basically, you and the other person have to drink each other's blood" He said. "Or urine." 
Lars grimaced. 

"God" Bile rose to his throat and he put a fist to his mouth. "Are you sure that's it?" 
"Told you you're not gonna like it" 


"Yeah, ask me again when you switch bodies with someone. Fuck," he whispered, running a hand through his 


hair. He looked at Rob again and sighed. "Let's do it." 

Rob's eyebrows rose slightly. 

"| got no other choice, do |?" 

Rob shook his head, a sympathetic expression on his face. 

"Then let's do it. Summon my body and lets get that shit over with." 

Robert sucked in his lips again. 

"What? What is it?" 

"There's a catch." 

Lars snorted and tried to ignore the ball of disappointment that hung above his gut by a thread. 
"Of course there is." He inhaled and tried to calm his heart down. "What is it?" 
Rob adjusted his position in the seat. 


‘Its gotta be done within the same moon" 


"What?" Lars frowned. "What does that mean?" His pulse was deafening and the suspense drove him mad. 
Rob swallowed and his careful gaze met Lars's. 
"What does it mean, Rob?" 


‘It means we've got until midnight." 


eR 


"What took you so long?" 


Lars closed the door and wiped his sweaty palms off his pants. He joined James in the living room and forced 


another smile on his face. 


"l, uh, the first store didn't have any, so | went down the street to check another one. Turns out they don't 


have any either." He hoped his smile was adorable enough. 


"How did you get there so fast on foot?" James had his legs crossed and one of his elbows was perched on 


the backrest of the sofa. 

Lars swallowed. 

Okay, so apparently James had checked the garage. 

"What do you mean?" 

"| didn't hear the engine. And | saw no headlights." 

Trying not to sound defensive, Lars crossed his arms over his chest. 
"Are you accusing me of something?" 

James's gaze was unfathomable. 

"What's going on?" 


Lars could feel his gut twisting. He pushed his trembling hands deeper into the crooks of his elbows. Weighing 


his options, he eventually crossed the distance between him and James and sat down. 


"Everything is fine." He tried to assure James by stroking his forearm. 


"You've been acting weird all day." James said. His unrevealing expression softened briefly and his elbow came 
off the cushion. "Is it because of the nightmare you had?" 


‘|-" Lars tried to consider what would give him better results. Temples pulsing, he sighed. "No." 
"What is it, then?" 


"Truth is," Lars looked at his own lap and prayed to God his acting would be on par. "| was preparing a surprise 
for you." He looked up at James and tried to appear humble. 


"A surprise for me?" There was a hint of delight under James's guarded tone. 
"Yeah. But, | guess I'm not that good of an act-actress.” He shook his head. 
When he looked up, James had a lopsided smile on his face. 


“That's it?" At Lars's nod, he dragged him into an embrace and placed a kiss on his forehead. "Jesus, Fran. | 
thought all kinds of things. You don't have to make any kinds of surprises for me." 


Cheek squished against James's chest, Lars nodded. He rolled his eyes when two hands started stroking his 
back. 


"So what is it?" James asked when he released him. 

Lars nearly groaned at the boyish look on his face. 

"| can't tell you. It's not completely ruined, so you'll have to wait." 

James inhaled and squeezed his lips together. 

"Alright." 

"Don't try to pry it out of me, because | won't give in" Lars smiled, groaning mentally at his own cheesiness. 
"| promise." 


James's expression indicated he was about to lean in and plant one on him, so Lars stood up. 


"|, uh, gotta go to the bathroom." 


"Oh. Sure." James stretched over to the coffee table and grabbed the phone. "I'll order some pizza. What do 


you want?" 

Lars inhaled 

"Whatever you want" He smiled and hurried to the nearest bathroom. 

Once inside, he grunted and bent over the sink to wash his face. 

Rob had promised him he would do everything in his power to drag Francesca over, which probably wouldn't be 
much of a problem. Lars doubted she had any intention of staying in his body. The only issue was getting a 
hold of her. 

Well, that, and the fact that time was running out 

Ignoring the mirror as much as he could, he wiped his forehead and cheeks with the nearest towel 
Everything was going to be alright. Rob would take care of it 

He would 


Ruefully realising he really had to take a leak, Lars pulled his pants down and begrudgingly sat on the cup. 


When he re-entered the living room, James was nowhere to be seen. The snack remains were scattered 


around on the coffee table, along with the remote and the telephone. 
Lars called out carefully, but the silent house gave no reply. He ran a hand through his hair and sighed 


James was a grown man. It wasn't Lars's business where he might have gone to. Besides, the hours would seep 


away in a more relaxed way if Lars didn't have to watch out for the singer. 

He checked the clock on the wall and felt his stomach twist. 

He had less than half an hour left. 

He swallowed and tried not to think of the possibilities. 

Rob would be there in time. 

The little voice in the back of Lars's head reminded him that the distance Rob had to cross couldn't be 


swallowed in such a short time, even if he managed to reach Lars's family. He tried to ignore it. Thinking about 


the worst case scenario wasn't productive. Even if that scenario seemed to be the most likely one to happen. 


Lars took another breath to try and calm himself. Climbing the stairs, he eventually reached the bedroom 
Francesca shared with James. 


Pushing the unlatched door out of the way, he stopped when he took in the scene. 


The lights were shut and the only thing illuminating the room were a couple of honey candles on each 


nightstand. A bottle of wine and two glasses sat alongside one pair. 

Oh, fuck no. 

Lars's gut twisted and a lump formed in his throat: 

"| figured this beats the hell out of pizza," whispered a voice in his ear. 

Lars stiffened as two arms encircled his waist and a kiss landed on his neck. 

He closed his eyes, fighting to keep a neutral expression 

"James, hey," he mumbled. 

"Hey yourself," crooned a low voice. 

Lars shivered, gaze streaking the room in hopeless search for something to get him out of this. 


"What-what's with the candles?" He asked, trying to buy himself time. To what end, he didn't know. It wasn't 


like police would storm in and save him if he stalled long enough. 

"Oh," James said near his ear. It sounded like disappointment. "Well, they were supposed to create a cozy 
atmosphere, but looking at them now, all | see is Kirk holding a bag of human skulls." He chuckled and Lars 
joined him, letting his nervousness seep out. 

"That's an image." 

"I know, right?" James nuzzled Lars's neck, his hands starting to roam. 

No, no, no. 

Lars squeezed his eyes shut and slowly tried to wiggle out. 


"Uh, James?" 


"Hmm?" 


"| wouldn't wanna spoil your fun-and mine," he remembered to add. "But, my stomach kinda aches." 
James's hands stilled on Lars's sides. 
"What do you mean?" 


Lars fought not to roll his eyes. He turned in the circle of James's arms and put his hands on James's 


shoulders 
"Well, you know.” he trailed off, tilting his head to the side. 

"But you had your period last week" 

OF course he did. Goddammit, Francesca 

Lars sighed and his eyes darted to the phone that started chirping on the desk 
"| think that's yours" 


"| don't care. Are you alright?" James's hands briefly squeezed Lars's waist to get his attention “If your 


stomach hurts for no reason, maybe you should go see a doctor." 
Lars swallowed. 
"|, um, | don't think it's that serious." He attempted to chuckle. 


The phone kept ringing. In the corner of the display, Lars could clearly see the time - and who was calling. He 
licked his lips and looked back at James. 


"Maybe you should get that." 

James stared at him with a mixture of confusion, worry and suspicion. 

Fran," he said slowly. 

Lars's hands slid down James's shoulders and chest. He tried to urge him with his gaze. 
"Go on 

James's nostrils briefly flared, but his expression was otherwise unreadable. 


"What's going on?" His low tone indicated that was the last time he would ask. 


Lars swallowed and glanced at the phone again, which was dancing with the vibration The clock on the screen 


seemed to be racing. 

Cold sweat was breaking out on his skin. The clothes he wore itched and the hair at his neck suffocated him. 
The phone was still ringing. 

"Fran." 


The realisation that Robert wouldn't come in time to make the exchange didn’t quite sink in until Lars's mouth 


opened on its own. His voice was raspy to his own ears. 

"Don't call me that." 

James's expression morphed into confusion and dismay. 

"What?" 

The fact that midnight was nearing and that there was no chance for making things right crushed Lars's 
insides and he felt his gut sinking. His knees were weak and his face was burning. That unique feeling of losing 


hope enveloped his entire body. 


"Answer the phone." He said and backed out, hands sliding off James's body. He sat on the edge of the bed, not 


looking up to see James's angry face. But he knew it was there, so he added, “It will all make sense then 
James didn't move, but he didn't say anything either. 

The phone stopped ringing. 

Lars put his elbows on his knees and dropped his head into his hands. 


Two heavy footsteps later, the bed creaked and James sat next to him. Nearly a minute ticked by. He didn't 
say anything, but he didn't have to. Lars felt needled anyway. 


‘lm not Francesca," he eventually said. He raised his head and looked at James. 
He couldn't read him. 

But it didn't matter. 

He rubbed his face and stared ahead, forearms clashing on his knees. 


"| don't even fuckin’ know where to start." He inhaled. Once all hope seeped out of his system, the numbness 


took over and the words started tumbling out. "As surreal as this might sound, it's de-" 


Sounds of some sort of commotion came from downstairs and both of them straightened up. The noise turned 


into thudding footsteps and a moment later, Rob burst into the room, catching his breath. 

Lars's heartbeat accelerated. 

"Rob-what are you-" 

"No time." He took a deep breath and wiped sweat from his red face. "Fran, c'mon" He spoke to the hallway. 
James stood up. 

"What the fuck is going on?" 

Lars knew that tone. James was kept in the dark for too long and he had zero control over the situation He 
was confused, vulnerable and pissed off at the same time, which meant that he was his most dangerous and 
volatile self. 


"C'mon." 


Lars watched, in absolute bewilderment, himself entering the room. He stood up and glanced between his body 


and Rob. His mouth opened, pulse racing. 


"Lars?" James frowned. "What are you doing here?" His tone was getting edgier by the second. "If someone 
doesn't explain to me, right this instant—" 


"James." Lars took him by the forearm and almost cringed at the sharp gaze James sent him. "I tried to 


explain to you before Rob came in-there's been a mix-up." 

"What mix-up?" His gaze switched from Lars to Rob to Fran 

"Fran and |, somehow, switched bodies." 

James looked at him, different emotions dancing across his tightly strung features. 

"What do you mean, ‘Fran and |..2" 

Lars swallowed and glanced at Rob and Fran. He looked up at James, still holding his forearm. 
"|... am Lars." 


"What?" James's gaze pierced the thick air and shot across the room. "What the hell are you talking about?" 


He shook himself free of Lars's hand. His eyes sought out contact with Rob and who he thought was Lars. 
Before he had a chance to contradict him, Lars spoke. 

"We don't know what happened. Well, we think we know, but in any case, we're not who we appear to be." 
"Lars." Rob checked his watch. "There isn't much time. If we're gonna do it, we should do it now." 

Lars swallowed. 

"You're right." He nodded and turned to Rob, but James grabbed his forearm. 

"Nobody's going anywhere until you tell me exactly what's going on" 

‘James, | promise you'll learn everything, but we've got only.." Lars looked at Rob. 

"Three minutes," Rob supplied 

"before November, and by then, all will be lost" 


"What will be lost? What the fuck are you talking about?" James released Lars and glanced at all three of 


them, nostrils flaring. Lars could see a million questions that surged through his mind. 
"Its true." 
All eyes turned to Fran. 


She swallowed and stepped forward, but seeing the expression on her husband's face, didn't move any further 
into the room. 


"When | woke up this morning, | woke up as him." She looked at Lars briefly. "And I've been going mad ever 


since." 

Lars's brow creased as he watched his own body speak. His posture was different, and even the words coming 
out of his mouth weren't spoken in the same way. He knew James noticed it, too. But he didn't say anything. He 
was trying to grasp the situation, and Lars didn't blame him. But there was no time. 

"Rob-" 


"Here." Rob handed him two glasses. "I picked these up downstairs." 


"They'll do. Thanks, dude. Fran, let's go." 


She was still staring at James, different emotions written all over her-Lars's-face. James was equally frozen, 


his expression indicating he was still suspicious, but he was trying to see past Lars's body. 
"Fran," Lars said. 
She looked at him and nodded. 


"God, it's so weird watching myself from this point of view," Lars said when she joined him and they walked 


toward the bathroom. 

"Tell me about it," she mumbled, eyeing her own face with a wary expression 
"Guys, hurry up, you've got a little over a minute left," Rob said. 

"Wait!" 

All eyes turned to the door. 

Kirk propped his arm on the door post, trying to catch his breath. 

"Hold on" 

"There's no time, Kirk" 

Kirk put a hand on Rob's shoulder and sighed. 

"f they don't do it right, they can forget about getting their bodies back" 
"You knew about this, too?" 

Kirk looked up at James and shrugged with his eyebrows, still panting. 

"So what do we do?" Lars asked, irritated. 

"Go, pee. I'll tell you when you're done." 

"Pee?" James grimaced. 

Lars urged Francesca into the bathroom and closed the door behind them. 
"We gotta do this right" He gave her one glass and sat on the edge of the tub. 


She stood up in front of the toilet cup and shook her head. A deep breath left her lungs. 


"This is the weirdest thing I've ever experienced." 

Lars's leg bounced in jitter. 

"What, peeing standing up?" 

She chuckled nervously. 

‘| was gonna say staring at myself, but since you mentioned it..” 

Lars smiled, watching her tuck herself in. His expression morphed into a scowl and he tilted his head. 
"| look weird with my dick out." 

Francesca shook her head and gestured toward the toilet cup. 

“All yours." 


Lars watched her plunge her head into her hands when she sat on the edge of the tub. Her glass sat on the 
floor by her feet. 


With a sigh of prayer, he sat on the cup and shoved the glass under his body. 

When they left the bathroom, all heads perked up. 

"Kirk?" 

"Okay" He approached them. "Each one got their pee?" 

Lars rolled his eyes. 

"Could you not call it pee?" 

"Fran, | don't-oh, | forgot, thats you, fucker. Would you like me to call it apple juice, Lars?" 
"That'd be great" 

Fine. You got your juices?" 

Lars and Fran nodded, clutching the warm glasses. 


"Good. Switch." 


"Kirk, fifteen seconds left” Rob reminded him. 


"Now, take a sip. More than a drop, but it doesn't have to be a chug. But," he added when they looked at their 


juice. "You have to do it at the same time." 

Lars eyed his glass with a sour twist in his stomach. Fran didn't look any more thrilled. 
"Ten seconds." 

Lars looked at his own disgusted face. 

"On three." 

Fran nodded. 

"One." 

"Two," he added. 

"Three," they said in unison. 

Glasses met reluctant lips and two pairs of eyes squeezed shut. 
Apple juice, apple juice, rotten apple juice.. 

"Stop. That's enough." 


Lars grunted and stuck his tongue out. Putting his glass aside, he groaned and tried to sweep the taste off his 
tongue by rubbing it. 


"Its midnight." 

Everyone looked at Rob, including James, who had been silent so far. 
"Aren't they supposed to be back now?" He asked. 

"l. guess." 

Lars glanced at Fran-and saw himself. 


"Fuck! Why the fuck aren't we back? Kirk!" 


"Hey, what- | don't know." Kirk backed out. "I've never done this before. Keep your peed hands to yourself," he 


said when Lars made a step forward. 


"What-" He clicked his tongue and moaned helplessly. Pushing past James, he looked at his phone on the desk 
The display read 12:01 AM. 


His heart was hammering and cold sweat started breaking out on his skin once again. He shook his head. 

"This can't be it." 

At the other end of the room, Fran sat on the bed and dropped her forehead into her hands. 

He thought he should find a place to sit down himself. 

In fact, as the seconds ticked by, he felt less and less like he could hold his balance. Blinking to clear his vision, 
he grabbed hold of the desk, but it slid out from under his damp hand. His rubbery legs gave out and the last 


thing he saw before he passed out was James's alarmed face. 


When he came to his senses, he was lying sideways on the bed. He groaned and propped himself up on an arm, 


feeling disturbingly out of place. 

James, Rob and Kirk were catering to an unconscious looking Francesca at the other end of the room. 
"He's not waking up. Lars!" James slapped Francesca's face. 

Lars's brain finally woke up. Adrenaline shot through his veins and he swallowed the gathered up saliva. He 
looked down his body and then up at the scene. Stumbling to get to the mirror, he almost yelped in delight 
when he saw his own face. 

"Fuck yeah." He looked at the bunch gathered around Francesca. "Yo, fuckers!" 

Three heads turned around. 

"Nobody bothered to check up on me, huh?" 

They all looked down when Francesca stirred and slowly opened her eyes, grimacing. 


"Fran?" James asked. 


"Ow," she mumbled. "Did | fall or something?" She asked as she slowly stood up, three pairs of hands around 
her. "Hey-" Her eyes widened when she spotted Lars by the mirror. 


He nodded with a grin. 


"im me?" She rushed to the mirror. "Oh, thank fuck!" 

The four men chuckled. 

She turned and looked at Lars again. 

| have never been more happy to see you." 

He released a heavy breath. 

"The feeling is mutual." 

James moved past Lars and pulled Fran into an embrace. He kissed her cheek, her lips and nuzzled her neck. 
"Seems like you missed me," she mumbled with a smile. 

"A bit," he said. 

Lars looked at Kirk and grinned. 

"You," he said as he opened his arms and walked toward him. ".saved my life." 

"Uh, it's okay, man" Kirk put his hands up and backed out, but Lars followed. 

"You deserve a big kiss." 

"Hey, no need-Lars, get your peed hands away from mel" He backed out to the door and disappeared outside. 
Lars grinned and started after him. 

"Oh, Fran?" He stopped before he left the room. "I think you owe James a surprise," he whispered. 

She frowned with James still attached to her neck. Her eyebrows rose briefly. 

"Oh, that reminds me. You owe Jessica a diamond necklace." 

Lars opened his mouth, but Fran stopped him. 

‘It was the only way to get out of going upstate to see your family." 


"She was at your house when | found her," Rob explained. "After | called a dozen times, ready to give up, she 


finally answered one of the phones. | was already in the car so | just changed my route." 


Lars nodded and sighed. 
"Well. We won't be doing that again" He pulled his pants higher and looked around. 


"That's enough out of you," James said, ushering him outside. "No more contact with Fran until you learn how 
to behave." 


Rob chuckled. 
"Hey, it wasn't my fault my spirit decided to roam about." 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever." James shooed him out of the room, holding Fran around her waist. His stern face 


morphed into a smirk as he grabbed the doorknob. "See you tomorrow at the studio" 

Lars groaned as the door slammed. He ran a hand through his hair and glanced at the staircase. 
Rob pulled keys out of his pocket and followed Lars down the stairs 

"Going upstate or do you want me to drive you home?" 


"Home." He stopped and looked up at Rob with a smirk "But first, | owe Kirk a hug." 


The End 


